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	1. How They Met

_1. Also Known as the Time Nicole Wished Physical Violence on a Warlock_

It was the yelling that caught Nicole's attention. She left the inventory interface, letting the image fade so she could look out at her surroundings again. Her ghost spun at her shoulder, turning to look at the commotion occurring in front of the bounty tracker. She wasn't the only one interested; every guardian in the vicinity came over to see.

She had missed whatever had started the scuffle between the two guardians that now grappled with each other on the stone tiles. The warlock was being the loud one, and was clearly losing to his titan opponent. A slew of profanities and insults spewed from him, but that was the only offense he seemed able to offer. The titan exo was effectively using brute strength and his own weight to keep the smaller guardian pinned beneath him. He struck his helmet twice, sharp cracking sounds echoing with each hit. The first hit made the warlock pause his yelling, the second had him shutting up completely. By the third he had stopped kicking out and struggling to get away. The titan seemed too caught up in his fit of rage to see that his opponent wasn't fighting anymore.

Nicole glanced around her. Some guardians watched with wide-eyed expectation of something, other were shaking their heads in confusion and disgust. No one seemed willing to step in and help the warlock out, or at least try to stop the titan from killing him.

"Don't even think about it," her ghost piped up inside her head, making a soft sort of buzzing. "It's best we don't get involved."

_The titan will kill that warlock, _she replied in her own mindspeak.

"And his ghost will bring him back. Nicole."

The huntress was ignoring the ghost by now. She moved across the pavilion, breaking out into a quick jog, grabbing the titan by the back of his armor and using all of her weight to heave backwards. It wasn't enough to get the big lug off of the smaller guardian, but it got his attention. The titan's head whipped around, the front of his helmet a blank slate hiding the glare she knew was underneath.

The momentary distraction was enough for the warlock to get his head back from the daze the titan had knocked him into. Nicole moved back in time to avoid the fire thrown towards the titan. It wasn't quite a grenade, but certainly more than your average scorch melee. It caught the titan unawares, the blistering of his armor confirmation that the warlock's strike had hit home.

The titan backed off for a moment, desperately patting down his arm where the warlock had hit him. The sunsinger, finally free of the titan's weight was scrambling unsteadily to his feet. He managed to gain his footing but was leaning toward the railing beside him like he might still fall over.

The titan growled once he had managed to put out the sizzling on his armor. His arms fell to his side and he took several steps toward the warlock, who backpedaled in response. The titan's arms crackled with arc energy, ready to hit back with the same light that made his armor smoke.

The warlock looked ready to turn tail and run if he wasn't so unsteady on his feet. Nicole moved, much faster than the titan, and before the warlock could run. In the next instance she was between them, facing the titan head on, her own arc energy crackling around her feet. She spread her arms wide, ready to bodily stop the titan if she had to.

She could feel her ghost's exasperation, but she ignored him, meeting the titan's blank helmeted stare with her own glare. While noble her efforts had been, and while she was entirely prepared to actually fight off the titan, she still felt a mixture of relief and guilt when the commanding yell of the crucible handler cut the tension like knife.

"What the _Hell_ is going on up here?"

Someone must have gone down to tell Shaxx, because not only did he come up to break up the fight, but a gaggle of civilians and a few more curious guardians had come up to join the crowd of spectators. Shaxx went straight for the warlock, grabbing the front of his armor and shaking him near violently. "Rest, why are you aggravating people again!" It always kind of amazed Nicole how Shaxx managed to project his voice despite the fact that he never took off his helmet.

The warlock must have been still pretty dazed because he offered no explanation past raising his arms in a surrender pose, showing off the palms of his hands and bunching his shoulders like a shrug.

Shaxx's attention turned toward the two involved guardians. Nicole, who was still somewhere between guilt and relief tensed when the crucible handler's head swiveled toward her. She pointed to the titan out of pure instinct.

"Tarios-7." Shaxx let the warlock go to focus on the shrinking titan. Rest sort of just slumped to the ground without Shaxx holding him up anymore, managing to look relieved despite still having his helmet on.

Shaxx was too busy tearing into the titan to notice the hunter approach the warlock. She touched his shoulder, making him look up at her. He seemed awfully confused but it was hard for her to tell. She put her hands on both sides of his helmet in a steadying motion, but also as a request for him to remove the helmet.

He did so after a minute, the sounds of Shaxx's beratement still occurring in the background. She looked over her shoulder briefly to see the titan looked as small as he possibly could, looking at the ground as if he wished the stone tiles would swallow him. She looked back at the warlock in time to catch him shaking his head free of the helmet. He blinked a few times then brought his gaze to her. He still looked very confused, and quite a bit troubled.

Her ghost appeared at her shoulder, always her voice when she needed him. "Are you alright, warlock?"

He nodded and winced, a hand coming to cup his forehead. His own ghost finally appeared at his side now that the danger seemed to have passed. It silently scanned the warlock, funneling light into whatever injury the warlock may have sustained.

"He'll be alright. No lasting damages." Nicole's ghost intoned softly.

The warlock's ghost finished and turned to them. "Yes, he'll be fine," it replied tersely, it's voice neither strikingly male nor female. "Thank you for breaking up that fight." It turned its eye to Nicole, bobbing a short nod of gratitude before turning back to the warlock. "We should go now, Aydin," it said rather pointedly, more a command than an actual suggestion. It seemed like a normal thing for them. Rest nodded, still for the life of him looking a bit dazed. He stood just fine however, so Nicole made no move to stop him.

He made it no further than a few feet before the vanguard chose that moment to finally emerge from the Hall of Guardians. Or at least Zavala did, looking for all the world like he'd been the one to draw the short straw and see what all the commotion was about. Shaxx noticed only after Nicole stood straighter and saluted her leader. Rest also stopped, but made no actual acknowledgment of Zavala.

The titan vanguard made a beeline for Shaxx, who paused his beratement of the titan exo only to stare silently at the other titan.

"What is going on up here?"

"Fighting in the Tower." Shaxx supplied.

With Zavala around, guardians and civilians didn't exactly want to be caught loitering and the crowd started to disperse around them. The usual Tower chatter came back, for a moment surprising Nicole with the fact that she hadn't even noticed it had been gone.

Zavala spied the titan half cowering behind Shaxx before looking over his shoulder where Nicole and Rest were standing. Nicole nodded to her leader. Rest did not seem to react at all. Zavala's eyes narrowed in on the warlock and a tired knowing look washed over his pale features.

Rest opened his mouth to explain but Zavala cut him off before he could even get a breath in. "No, I don't want to know why you have another guardian hell bent on killing you this time. The three of you, down to the Hall. Now. Thank you for your _intervention_, Lord Shaxx."

_Wait wait! I'm not involved!_ Nicole shook her head, waving her hands frantically at the titan vanguard, but he had already turned away to shoo the crucible handler off. She heard the warlock laugh behind her, a short derisive noise that sounded in no way amused or remotely friendly. He even had the gall to slap her shoulder.

"Looks like you're in trouble now, sweet cheeks."

She moved away from his hand, glaring after him as he passed her to follow the titan vanguard down into the hall. She trailed after a moment. Zavala was practically dragging the titan. Rest went without complaint. Nicole wasn't going to dare disobey, so she followed too. Shaxx brought up the rear of their dower procession but split off once they were down the stairs to offer help to a hunter waiting for him at his table.

Upon entering the hall, both Cayde and Ikora looked up from the guardians they were helping and excused themselves to be able to also follow Zavala into a more private side room. The three guardians were commanded to sit while the three vanguard found perches around the room that managed to make them look even more commanding. Especially with their scowls and crossed arms. Nicole wanted to sink into the floor.

"Explain." Zavala barked.

The warlock opened his mouth to do just that but once again Zavala cut him off before he could get a word in edgewise.

"Not you, Rest. I don't trust your explanations." Zavala pointed to the titan even as the warlock made a rather loud noise of indignation, managing to look quite offended.

It only served to make Nicole curious. From what she could gather, this was not this warlock's first time pissing a fellow guardian off. She wondered what she had gotten herself into.

The titan in question, that was now the center of everyone's attention made a rude noise back to the warlock, a smug little smirk on his face plates. "I caught him conspiring with a Fallen, commander."

There was a three second window of silence that felt like a bomb had been dropped and only one to have not realized it was the titan who said it. Zavala and Cayde swiveled their head around to a very shocked looking warlock, Ikora's eyes bugged out a little and she made a short coughing noise in her throat that she covered with her hand. Even Nicole looked over at the warlock, her heart skipping a beat.

That was quite an accusation to make. And seeing as how the warlock was being forbidden to speak in his own defense, could mean seriously dire consequences for him. But he looked so shocked by the accusation that Nicole hoped this was just a really big misunderstanding.

"And what exactly makes you believe that, titan," Ikora asked, being the first to recover.

Rest looked up at Ikora pleadingly, then brought his gaze around to the other vanguard leaders. Everyone seemed to be pointedly ignoring him except Nicole. This had to be misunderstanding. A Guardian of Light, conspiring with a force of the Darkness? Impossible, preposterous! The warlock looked so taken aback that it couldn't be true.

The gravity of his accusation seemed to suddenly hit the titan like a ton of bricks. His shoulders slumped a little and he looked over at the warlock, the smugness gone. But if he felt any remorse toward what he was about to condemn his fellow guardian too, he didn't act on it. "We were patrolling a portion of the North American deadzone-" There was a collective sigh among the vanguard that only the warlock seemed to understand the reason behind. He winced and shrunk into the chair a little. The titan only paused for a second to observe the goings on around him before plowing on. "We split off at some point. Aydin disappeared down some tunnels. I finished a scout objective and when he hadn't returned, I went looking for him. The whole place seemed really creepy and my ghost was having a hard time getting a bead on his location. But I finally tracked him down. And he was talking to a Fallen. I tried to shoot it but he stepped in front of my shot. Took it straight to the helmet. Next thing I know there's about five million dregs and this asshole is just gone." His anger resurfaced suddenly, the titan stood and made a grab for the warlock. "He defended a Fallen and then left me tre to die!"

Rest leapt from his chair, ducking beneath the titans grasping hands even as Zavala physically lifted the smaller titan and slammed him back down in his chair. "Sit. Down."

"I didn't leave you to die," Rest yelled back as he moved away. "You're a big boy, and I'm no good at close quarters fighting. I knew you could handle it. And you did. You're just fine, you big lug."

"I knew something was up with this little bastard. Always trying to give me the slip. I was assigned to you and you did nothing but make my life harder. So now I have your secret you tried to kill me!"

Rest was quiet for a beat, sucking in a sharp breath and redoubling his glare into something downright hateful. "What? You mean you weren't hanging out for my charming personality and excellent conversation skills? For shame Honey Bear." Rest snarled back from his new corner of the room. Cayde was attempting to shoo him back to his chair but the warlock was doing an excellent job of ignoring the hunter. "Y'know and here I was thinking you actually wanted to be my friend." He looked like a caged animal striking back at his captures. He was terrified, hurt, and grasping for straws.

"No one would want to be friends with a traitorous, annoying little shit like you." The titan was standing again but Zavala's iron grip on his shoulder was enough to make his armor creak.

If the comment had hurt, Rest made no sign. Instead he turned his attention to the three vanguards. "So you trick me into thinking I had a friend only so you could spy on me? Really?" He clapped his hands together a few times in the most condescending applause Nicole thought possible. "So can I defend myself now or is this still blind accusation time? Because if it is, then I accuse this jerk of farting in the tower elevator when he picks me up in the morning. It's disgusting, okay."

Nicole wasn't sure what the warlock was aiming for with a random comment like that but his whole demeanor changed. Like a solution was handed to him on a gold dish; all of a sudden, it was the warlock in charge and the only ones who seemed at all aware were himself and Nicole.

There was another three beat pause before Cayde finally responded, a half chuckled and whispered, "What?"

"I'm serious. The elevator stinks like ass every morning. If it ain't him," he threw a gesture at the titan, who had begun to sink back into his seat flabbergasted, "Then we have a morning fart bandit and he needs to be caught."

The whole room was caught off balance now. The warlock was running the show. "Furthermore, I would also like to accuse him of over reacting."

Ah, so that had been his intention. Throw off the room, gain control of everyone. Deliver his side of the story while everyone was still reeling. Nicole wanted to clap for him. He was was a clever little warlock.

"Rest," Ikora started.

He actually had the balls to cut her off. Sauntering back to his chair, he sat down looking much more relaxed than he should have been given the circumstances. "Don't I get to explain? He got to say his peace. It's my turn." He said it with so much force that Ikora finally waved for him to continue.

The rest of the vanguard seemed to settle in a little better now that the focus was back on topic. Even Tarios was calm now. He even seemed a bit taken aback.

Rest was quiet for a few moments, letting everyone settle. By the time he started talking, he was completely serious again. All talk of a fart bandit was gone, his confidence had dwindled away again until he seemed like gravity was weighing on him harder than it should.

"She had a kid with her." His voice was so quiet it was almost a whisper. The room collectively leant in. The warlock bowed his head so that his forehead rested against his thumbs for a moment, leaning his elbows on his knees. "Just a little tiny thing. It's mask must have been busted or something. I could hear it wheezing. Little coughs, like crying. When I found them, the bigger one was trying to siphon her air supply to the little one. They both couldn't breathe." He fell quiet for a moment, letting the room digest the story he was giving them.

"Then why did you step in front of my bullet?" The titan asked. He was much calmer now, his question neither patronizing nor accusing. Just curious. In fact the whole room seemed much calmer. The flurry from before seemed so much more heated now than it had when it was happening.

"I couldn't kill them." Rest looked up to the titan. "I just… I couldn't." He sighed his admittance.

Nicole's heart hurt a little. Sure it was a Fallen, an enemy. Pirates that scavenged their lands, sharks picking at the bones of the long dead. Their job was to protect the innocent people of the City, and of the wilds. Occasionally, that principle was thrown into question when you saw the same innocence in the creatures you had to kill. The same monsters in the people you were tasked to protect. She'd seen the human monsters before, had to work for them a few times. She knew that nothing was black and white so when the warlock admitted to his own confusion she felt for him. He must have been young. Nicole had dealt with that idealistic crap a long time ago. Nothing was black and white. No one lived forever. Nothing was ever so simple.

Her ghost shook her from her thoughts with a small blip, catching her mind wandering to bad things and putting a stop to it. She silently thanked him and tuned back into the conversation as the warlock started talking again.

"I wasn't about to let some kid die. Even if it was an alien."

"Rest, I understand your confusion," Ikora interjected, "But a Fallen is still an enemy."

"They weren't even armed!" He suddenly stood, his voice getting much louder. "Did you actually expect me to let that kid die? You weren't there! You didn't hear the sounds it was making!" His head dropped to his hands again and he let out a frustrated almost sob. "You didn't hear it suffocating..." He whispered quietly, his voice breaking.

Nicole looked over to the titan, who seemed very much troubled by all of this. He must have been pretty young too, Nicole decided.

Zavala seemed to have had enough of this whole display. He sighed heavily. "Rest, I would be more inclined to let you off the hook on this one but considering past allegations against you, I'm not so sure that's wise."

The warlock looked up, the sorrow and confusion that had been written all over his face only a few seconds before was nearly completely gone. "What? Past allegations? Because I don't always sleep in the Tower? Whoop-di-doo. Maybe I should have been a hunter." He made a wild gesture to Cayde. "You don't get all uppity when a hunter decides to disappear for a bit."

"Yeah, but none of my hunters consistently disappear like you do. And furthermore. You aren't a hunter," the exo replied back without missing a beat.

The warlock's complete emotional turn around had made Nicole pause. It seemed weird, having witnessed it so closely. It made his story earlier seem brittle and stale. She frowned and couldn't quite keep the suspicion off of her face.

"Speaking of hunters," Cayde continued after a moment. "We have a delinquent warlock," Rest snorted rather loudly in protest to that. "A over reacting titan," this time it was Tarios's turn to make a noise of indignation. "And a hunter that seems to have popped up out of nowhere. So what's your story, kid?"

Suddenly on the spot, Nicole felt her whole face heat up. Everyone was staring at her. The exo titan with his intense red optics, the human warlock with his angry gaze, and the commanding stances of the vanguard all around her. She swallowed roughly and wondered if she'd have to break her vow this time. She always wondered when it would happen. If this would be the time when she had no choice but to speak up or if the stone in her throat would stay lodged, her voice locked away behind it.

Her ghost came to her rescue, feeling her mounting panic and materializing beside her shoulder. "We're not really involved," he started. "We just saw them fighting in the pavilion and tried to break it up."

The titan shuffled his feet for a moment, looking a little ashamed. "At first I thought you were one of Aydin's friends come to defend him. Sorry for almost punching you," he laughed a little. Nicole nodded in acknowledgment of his apology. The titan didn't seem so bad now, really. Just a bout of misplaced anger.

The warlock made a bitter noise from his position on the other side of the room. "I have no friends, remember?" He spat out. "All I got are people who spy on me."

"For good goddamn reason, you prick." The titan snapped back.

"Enough, both of you!" Zavala cut in, silencing their argument before it got out of hand. "Rest, your take on the hunter?"

He shrugged. "What about her, another nosey pup with a knife. As far I know she was actually just trying to help." He didn't look at her, didn't even acknowledge that she was in the same room, sharing the same space as him. Anger in every line of his frame but Nicole was too busy deciding whether or not she found him offensive.

On one end, he did confirm that she was only trying to help. On the other, she was very obviously much older than him, if not physically then most certainly mentally. He had no idea of how hardship or loss changed world views. He was confused about his place in this world and if he had even half her life experience, then there wouldn't even be a whisper of doubt in his mind. You killed the enemy before they got to someone you loved and the fact that he called her a pup, let alone the jab at her general identity as a hunter (just like a warlock to act superior) raised her ire.

While his naivety could be almost considered cute in the same way a puppy was cute when it tripped over its own paws, she decided that the titan was quite correct in calling him a prick. A manipulative prick at that. He would figure it out soon enough, or he could be killed in the process. But that was the trials young guardians faced and there was nothing she could for him.

"Well, that's nicely convenient." Cayde said after a short contemplative pause, clapping his hands together. "Ikora, Zavala? Don't you think she's perfect? No fireteam, known specifically for her excellent reconnaissance reports. Outstanding record and a spotless incident report. And they've already met. We couldn't ask for more, really."

Nicole looked around the room at the other vanguard, confusion furrowing her brow. What was all this about? What were they getting at?

Ikora and Zavala looked at each other too, but with significantly less confusion. They seemed to contemplate Cayde's words for a moment before silently deciding something amongst themselves. There were a few more shared looks and nods, to which Nicole was starting to feel the churn of nervousness in her gut. She'd never really been in real trouble before and while she didn't really believe she was in trouble now, the guilt in her was unmistakable. She risked a glance to the warlock, who was looking equally as troubled but Nicole figured he had every right considering he was the one actually in trouble.

"Tarios, you're dismissed." Zavala spoke at last. The titan in the chair seemed to nearly deflate, slouching down. "But don't think you're off the hook. You still failed your mission and you started a fight in the Tower pavilion. You will be reprimanded, but at this time we have more important things to deal with." He looked pointedly to the warlock as he said this. "Report back tomorrow morning, and you will be confined to the Tower for tonight."

Tarios-7 stood stiffly and saluted his leader before leaving the room.

"As for you two," Ikora started once the door was closed again. "We have something a little different in mind." She addressed the warlock directly. "As you know now, although I suspected you've known for a while, we assigned Tarios to you to try and find out where it is that you disappear to, and the information we gained from that endeavor was… enlightening in ways we were not expecting."

Rest baulked at her for a second before finding his voice. "You don't actually believe I'm a traitor, do you? I couldn't kill a bloody kid, and I'm sorry. It won't happen again, I swear to the Traveler. I'm not a traitor!"

"Calm down, kid," Cayde put his hands up in a placating manner, chasing the warlock back into sitting by stepping forward. "We're not sure what to believe right now, so we're going to set up some measures to try to keep you in line. Behave and we'll let you off the hook. It's simple."

"We're assigning Nicole Foxwell to your fireteam and we're putting you on probation." Ikora cut in once Cayde had successfully made the warlock sit. "Which means that you are not allowed to leave the Tower unless accompanied by your fireteam."

"Who's Foxwell? I swear, I'll behave unless it's another goddamn titan."

Zavala was too regal to roll his eyes but he sighed heavily and let the jab glance off of him. Nicole, to her credit but trying very hard not to glare. _Who's Foxwell? I am, you dweeb. The one who saved your ass._

Cayde pointedly ignored Rest's question to address her. "Sorry, Foxwell. I hate to throw you under the bus on this but we need someone we can trust to get the job done. You've trained young guardians before. It'll be just like that, except with less training. And probably more yelling."

Rest looked over at her for a few seconds, his eyes assessing her. He then turned his attention back to Ikora. "Do I really need a babysitter?"

"What happened to 'I'll behave if it isn't another titan'?" Cayde interjected, smirking.

"I meant a warlock. I'd have been cool with a warlock, y'know. Someone who understands the pursuit of knowledge. How else am I supposed to get any research done? It was bad enough with a titan, but a hunter? Give me a break. That's like herding a cat."

"I'm sure you'll make due, Rest." Ikora chastised him.

"What's the point of this? I gave the titan a slip. So I'll have to try a little harder with a hunter, big whoop. How is this going to change anything?"

"Because now if you give Foxwell the slip, you'll be the one in trouble," Cayde replied. "You see, now we are all in the knowledge that you like to bonk the farm. We've collectively given up trying to figure out why or where. But maybe we can try to stop it. Preferably before you get yourself killed. And with these allegation against you, I don't know if I feel safe letting you just disappear anyway. This is our way of giving you incentive to stop, warlock. You get it now?"

Rest frowned deeply but seemed to let that point go for another. "And what about my order? We're not exactly friendly to outsiders. Not to mention that I barely get to keep my clearance to the Reef. I'm not allowed to bring anyone else."

"I'm sure you can figure it out, Rest." Ikora replied, showing him no mercy. "You managed to get yourself in, I'm sure you can convince them to let in another."

"But I don't have time to negotiate with the guard. I have a report due soon."

"Then you shouldn't have gotten yourself in trouble."

Rest opened his mouth to argue more but all that came out was an angry little noise. Nicole watched his face contort into several different emotions before he closed his mouth and sat back down. It reminded her of her own internal arguments with her ghost and she smiled a little, knowing that that was probably just what happened. His ghost telling him to shut up before he dug himself deeper.

"You two are dismissed," Zavala said once Rest had finally calmed down. "Report to the fireteam board for your assignment tomorrow. Rest, you know the drill. You are on probation. That means you are not allowed to leave the Tower unless accompanied by your fireteam. That means the City too."

A fresh wave of anger crossed the warlock's face but he was tightly silent. He stood stiffly and left the room without even an acknowledgement. Nicole stood as well, saluted her leaders and left the room. Rest had stormed off by now. He wasn't even in the pavilion when she climbed the stairs.

Not that it really mattered to her. She was in charge of keeping an eye on him only outside the Tower. She took a little offense to that fact that she was effectively his ball and chain so they couldn't just keep him locked up in the Tower indefinitely, but in the end she decided that Cayde was right. It would be just like training a young guardian. She was there to watch and make sure they didn't get themselves killed on the first day. She was not required to be there long. A week at most. Don't get attached, don't get personal. Do the job and go home.

She sighed and went back to her apartment. She planned to go out and patrol Venus but now she was just too tired. Besides, she had a long day tomorrow, and she had to mentally prepare herself for the no doubt shit storm an angry warlock could cause.

* * *

><p>They sat together in the dark, the only sound being the warlock's gentle breathing. They had not spoken since they arrived back at their apartment. Aydin had not really reacted at all. Confined to the Tower, and strapped down to another guardian with specific orders not abandon them. The titan had been easy. A hunter would have been an interesting challenge, but now it all seemed sour to him.<p>

The ghost on his chest shuttered their optic so that the dim light they created blinked out. They sighed against Aydin, a small discouraged noise that made the warlock sigh with them.

"This complicates things…"

* * *

><p><em>Afterword: So uh, this is a thing. That I've actually been working on for a little over a year now. Well, me and a friend, actually. Started as a roleplay but then Aydin became my baby and I love him very much and want to tell his story properly. Nicole belongs to friend. She's letting me use her. And yes, this is a long ass story that is more than just a crap ton of little oneshots. I'm actually writing a cohesive story for once.<em>

_Something that I would like to make clear as we go forward that I'm not sure gets directly mentioned, but is important nonetheless. All guardians have one subclass that they cannot switch from. It takes them months and years to master their respective forms of light. By which I mean a hunter is not bladedancer and gunslinger. They are either/or unless particularly powerful or very old. That's the only time they can switch on command. By that logic the guardian that is Guardian you play in the game is like whoa powerful. A sunsinger can, for instance, channel arc energy, but they cannot generate it._

_There's a few other things that I'll probably end up explaining plainly in post chapter notes but for the sake of spoilers, I'll leave it alone for now._

_One last thing; we started writing this before House of Wolves came out, so that is when the story starts in the timeline. Which you might have caught but will become clearer later, but for now, just remember that that is also a thing._


	2. How They Fought

_2. Or That Time Nicole Actually Slaps Aydin_

Nicole woke up in a red cloak kind of mood. She had several to choose from of course, but the one she went with was the most vibrant one she could find. Why? Because all her previous experiences with working with warlocks that were not newborn (because for some reason, when they were first born their predestined warlock stupidity had not yet set in), it always turned into a pissing contest over who looked better in their gear.

So she went with bright vibrant reds and deep solid blacks for her armor shader today, using perhaps not her best quality gear, but stuff she knew would look good. She couldn't imagine the vanguard would send them on a task that was too difficult.

She hadn't gotten any word from the warlock by the time she left her quarters in the midmorning. Her ghost sent a transmission and for a while didn't get anything back so she assumed he was still asleep or something. Lazy warlock.

She got her assignment off the board. A little note on a square piece of paper with coordinates and a database serial number for the ghost to look up their target. Depending on where on the local galactic map it was posted, would tell you which planet. Red or green colored pieces were for specific groups, having their name printed on the outside. Blue notes were for full teams of three and yellow for six but were generally for anyone to tackle. White notes were open bounties. Mostly hunters took those notes, as they were reconnaissance or exploration missions. Warlocks rarely had the attention span and titans just weren't interested if there wasn't anything to punch.

Nicole found their assignment and looked over the white notes, finding a patrol request on Venus. She would decide later if she wanted to drag the warlock with her or not. She wasn't the one on probation, and in all honesty, if he was a jerk, then she wouldn't feel at all bad leaving him stranded while she went out for a day or two.

By that point, her ghost had gotten a response from the warlock. "He's in the hanger using the communication switchboard," her ghost told her from inside her head.

She tilted her head a little. _Guess he wasn't asleep. Did he say he who he was trying to contact?_

"No, but his ghost seems awfully terse. I'm not sure I like them too much."

_Wouldn't you be pretty mad if I was being accused of treason?_

"I suppose so. Still very rude."

_We'll go find them. Who's our target, anyway?_

"Oh right," her ghost blipped out for a second, probably concentrating on finding the intel they needed. She started toward the Tower hanger. He came back a second later. "Okay, looks like we have just a big cabal. One of the contenders for a Valus another guardian took out a few months ago. Created quite a power vacuum and this guy managed to score himself a tank and has been creeping in on our safe zones on Mars. Trying really hard to prove himself to the cabal higher ups. Vanguard wants him shut down, one to make him stop bugging our safe zones, but they also want us make a show out of it. Big explosions. Leave us alone, in other words. Bug us and we blow your crap to pieces and shit on your face, as Cayde put it."

Nicole snorted. While she wasn't one for big showy kills, she supposed it would be easier than trying to get a warlock to be stealthy.

The communication switchboard was nestled down below the hangar itself, behind a usually locked door. Nicole knew that guardians were allowed access to it, but they rarely had a need to use it. Usually it was employed by the factions. She found him leaning over the board, typing rapidly away at the holokeys, his ghost floating at his shoulder. It noticed her approach first, making a sharp noise to get the warlock's attention.

He looked over his shoulder at her and gave a short nod of acknowledgement before going back to typing. She paused in the door for a second. He was curt but the general foulness of the last time she'd seen him was gone.

_At least he's in a better mood now._

Her ghost buzzed softly in agreement. His ghost however would not stop watching her. Its optic followed her sharply as she came closer, never once looking away. It assessed her acutely and she felt almost naked beneath it's pale blue gaze. She approached more warily after a short pause, getting closer only because she couldn't see the screen.

She raised on her tiptoes so she could see around his shoulders without having to get too close. _What's he typing?_

Her ghost was quiet for a minute. "It's all gobbledygook," he commented from inside her head. "It looks like a code of some kind. Wait, what language is that? That can't just be a single dialect…?"

_Ask him._

Her ghost appeared at her shoulder a second later. "Are you working on an encryption?"

The warlock paused for a second to look over his shoulder at her. He then took his gaze to his ghost before looking back at the screen and continuing without answering.

"Yes, what's it to you," his ghost replied for him, sounding irritated.

She glared at the little orb. Her ghost was right. What a rude little ghost.

"You don't have to be rude," her ghost spoke for her, reading her emotions as easily as she breathed. "We were just curious."

"I'm not being rude, I just think you shouldn't just barge in here and start asking questions. I told you where we were because we're almost done but you're just going to have to wait a few more minutes."

Nicole heard the warlock snort but he made no effort to join the conversation. She kind of wanted to slap him. Sure he wasn't being as foul as he had been last night, but by the Traveler she hoped this uppity warlock-better-than-you attitude didn't persist because otherwise he was going to end up fried crispy in a ditch somewhere. She took a breath. _Kind of suspicious isn't it, that he's sending encrypted messages off world._

Her ghost got the hint, buzzing his own irritation for a second. "Aren't you trying to avoid suspicious behavior? What's the vanguard going to say when we report back that you're sending encrypted messages off to who knows where."

That made the warlock stop finally and turn to look at her. The ghost raised a little higher in the air so it was in his direct line of sight. "Aydin, don't-"

"Will you finish this for me, Verz?" It sounded like a threat, and the way he was looking at her like a hungry predator made Nicole unconsciously tense up. He took a step toward her, away from the console and she couldn't help the grab for her sidearm, resting her hand on the top of the holster. "First of all," the warlock started, glaring at her. "_We_ invited _you_ down here and you come in here and start asking question then call us rude. Second," he held up two fingers for emphasis. "The vanguard knows I'm sending encrypted messages, thank you very much. And third, how _dare_ you. You don't know diddly-squat about me or my business but you come down here and start accusing me of doing something wrong? You barely know my name. I don't even get a hello, how you doing? Nothing, just 'that's suspicious!'. In the name of the Traveler, no wonder you got no fireteam." He turned back to the console in a huff.

Nicole glared at his back for several long moments. She would have felt bad for making the wrong assumptions about him, but then again, he was nothing but a filthy hypocrite himself. She didn't have a fireteam by choice. Not because she couldn't keep one, like him. No, she chose to go in alone. He knew nothing about her either. He had no idea what she had been through and he had no right to speak.

"And FYI, my order is very secretive and will not accept any messages unless they're encrypted in a specific way." He wasn't looking at her, his back turned to her as he started typing away again so he didn't know of the glare she was attempting to light his back on fire with.

Her ghost glared from her shoulder, and both were silent for a moment. She closed her eyes and sighed, crossing her arms across her chest. He knew nothing about her and had no right to make nasty assumptions about her. But if she stayed angry whenever everyone else did that, she would end up being in a perpetual fit of rage. So she let it go, like she did for everyone else. This warlock was no one special. Just another person too stupid or too caught up in their own crap to care about anything or anyone else.

_Which order?_

She stepped closer until she was directly beside him. "What order are you with?" Her ghost asked, calming down himself as he fed off of her emotions.

Rest glanced over at her. "Ever heard of Osiris?"

"Crazy Darkness obsessed warlock who the vanguard exiled. What about him?"

"Well, he runs a cozy cult out in the Reef. Well, who knows where he is really, but many of his disciples live in the Dark and Light of the Reef. And the Queen doesn't mind him. Managed to convince them to let me join even though I'm still in active duty. And pretty young. Did you know that most warlocks don't have to fight to get into an order? Yeah, most orders clammer for any newborns to join them 'cause the bigger the better, right? Not so much the Order of Osiris. They like old men who hate the idiocracy that is the City politics."

"Guessing you already hate it?"

"Bloody stupid, it is."

"How did you get in if they're so exclusive?"

He stopped his typing for a second to raise a fist and shake it at the air. "So much ass kissing my face turned brown."

Between the gesture, the metaphor, and the disgusted look on his face, Nicole couldn't help the little laugh that escaped her. Just a little hiccup of a giggle, and barely audible in the noise outside the open the door behind them. But Rest heard her and suddenly she was the focus of a thousand watt stare. It lasted less than a second and his green eyes were back on the screen like he hadn't looked in her direction at all.

"So you _can_ make noise. Why don't you talk?"

Ah, yes. That question. She frowned, and looked down and away. She caught him look back at her again from the corner of her eye and she threw a quick glare at him.

"That's none of your business," her ghost said rather firmly.

And it wasn't. He didn't need to know why she didn't (couldn't) speak. Why she chose (forced herself) to be silent. He didn't deserve to know her so well, to know her nightmares. No one should carry that curse. No one but her.

The warlock threw his arms up and exclaimed rather loudly, "Well _excuuuuuuse _me!" People all reacted differently to her. Hunters had the closest thing to understanding, they would usually ignore her. Titans would call her stupid for wasting a valuable asset. And warlocks usually pried. So she was a little surprised when he didn't. "Didn't mean to be rude, mysterious mute girl. My bad. I was just trying to get to know you a little better besides you thinking I was betraying the City by sending out messages."

"Yes, but now we know why-" Her ghost started.

"Exactly, and now I'm less suspicious, right? Well, you're a weird mute hunter and I was trying to make you less weird, but whatever floats your pretty little boat, okay."

If he planned to say more about it, it was cut off by his ghost perking up. "Got the ping, green light. Friendly on the other end."

Rest turned away from her. "Oh good. You got the package ready?"

"Yup, we're good. Running encryption now. Complete. Good to send."

"Please do. Keep a line in for a response."

"Got it."

The exchange happened so fast, Rest and the ghost speaking back and forth so quickly it was like one started talking before the other finished. She watched them for a couple more seconds before snorting and shaking her head. The warlock was definitely young. Using the telepathic bond with his ghost but not mindspeaking? What a weirdo. Or just seriously inexperienced.

He looked at her when she snorted, finally straightening after being bent over the console for so long. He smiled malevolently, curling his hands beneath his chin. "Oh I'm sorry, are you put off by being called weird. Well, you are just the prettiest little snowflake, princess." His voice was high with false sweetness and Nicole caught herself nearly laughing again.

Her ghost beat her to the punch, starring Rest dead in the eye. "You are so full of shit." His deadpan could have killed a cabal.

Rest dropped his arms and threw his head back in a rich, full body laugh that lasted several moments. It was almost enough for Nicole to crack a smile. But she decided she had gotten familiar enough as it was. She shook her head again and headed for the door.

"If you're done, can we get on with our mission?" Her ghost called from her shoulder as she walked away.

* * *

><p>"Damn, I mean I know the intel said a tank and all but I was really hoping maybe we could catch him with it, I don't know, in the shop or something?"<p>

Nicole rolled her eyes but didn't respond otherwise. Dumb warlock. She scanned the field below them again. It was obvious this battalion was not expecting a retaliation yet. The perimeter was sparsely patrolled, the tank that had Rest so concerned was sitting idle in a fuel station. The Bracus himself was nearby, at a console. She counted maybe three dozen troops in all. Mostly legionaries, a few packs of psions, and a colossus. Their target was standing out in the open, nearly a clear shot. It might take her two simply to break the console screen he was working at.

If they could kill the Bracus before he went into the tank, they could just leave and not have to deal with the heavy artillery. Then again, Nicole figured that the vanguard would want the tank destroyed. It _had_ been noted in the report after all.

Her ghost appeared between them, hidden under the ridge of the dune they were all using for cover. "We could try sniping down our target from afar. Then destroying the tank without him to pilot it."

"Got enough bullets for that? 'Cause I don't carry snipers."

The ghost swiveled to look at him. "Not even one in your inventory?"

"Can't hit the broadside of a barn." He shrugged, completely unperturbed by his apparent lack of ability.

Nicole gave him a once over. He had a handcannon of questionable quality and a fusion rifle strapped to his back. Not a long range fighter. Hadn't he said he wasn't good at close quarters either? So what was he good at? Maybe he lied about the short range thing to get the titan off his back? The huntress wasn't sure but she was already starting to feel the heaviness of the 'I have to do everything myself' train of thought that usually came with working with incompetent guardians. They weren't all bad, and she knew that they mostly had their own strengths. But it made her miss the good days of working with a fireteam that matched her own skill level.

She sighed heavily and tried to shake the thoughts off. Now was really not the time. She caught the warlock turn to look at her and she could almost feel the face he made, but it was lost beneath his helmet.

"We can at least snipe down the target from here," her ghost relayed to the warlock. Nicole went back to watching the base below through her spyglass.

Rest made a noise beside her that managed to sound annoyed and oddly pained at the same time. "And what about the tank?"

"We'll deal with it once the Bracus is dead."

She could feel his gaze on her and she finally looked at him. The way he lay beside her in the sand, she could actually feel in the incredulous way he watched her. She tilted her head questioningly. Her ghost started to ask but Rest shook his head and looked away before he could.

"I'll run distraction. If the psions are too busy shooting at me, then maybe they won't think to hop in the tank before you can destroy it."

_Oh right, the psions._ She had actually forgotten about them. Usually the tanks were piloted by the higher positioned cabal. They only let the psions pilot their ships. Not so much the heavy artillery. Don't give the slave too much power, after all. But that didn't mean it was unheard of for psions to hop into unoccupied tanks and turn their fury against guardians.

He was already standing and brushing the sand off of his front before Nicole had a chance to agree with his course of action or not. She reached out lightning fast, grabbing his forearm in an iron grip. She did not like this at all. If she could have her way, no would ever have to run out into danger. She could just sneak them through everything; that's what she was good at. But she knew that nothing was ever that easy. Sure, she could snipe down the Bracus before he realized he was even being shot at, but the warlock was right about the tank. It was going to be a problem regardless of who they focused on. She could take out the target in under a minute. The tank would require more bullets, and more time. Someone needed to provide cover fire, and if the warlock couldn't do long range, he _had_ to go down there.

"What?" he asked. She'd just grabbed his arm and froze, she realized. Her ghost was watching her too, confused as to what to relay from the swirl of her thoughts.

She sighed and let him go, her face hot beneath her helmet. "Be careful," her ghost finally said. She pulled up her sniper and aimed down the scope, getting the Bracus in her crosshairs.

The warlock snorted. She could almost hear him calling her a weirdo beneath his breath but she decided to ignore him. She risked a glance in his direction, seeing him poised to start his own assault the moment she fired the first shot. She watched him take a steadying breath and the lines of his shoulder grow hard and straight.

Right. He was ready. She steadied her aim, took a breath herself and pulled the trigger. The first shot punched through the console's glass screen and staggered the Bracus. The second shot shattered the glass completely. By the third there was a flurry of movement around him, but it didn't matter at all for the target. His helmet was punctured and the pressure inside became too much. It flew off like a rocket, followed by the gush of the black oil inside. He slumped over the console controls, dead.

She reloaded, watching the battle the warlock had started begin to unfold. He had made a beeline for the tank, sliding beneath it and using its bulk as cover from the colossus. He shot at any psions that dared to get to close, but had only managed to actually kill one. As soon as the rifle was ready she started unloading shots into the hover engines.

She destroyed three of the engines, but couldn't reach the fourth. Not that it mattered if she could. She holstered the now empty sniper and pulled the scout from her inventory in a fizzle of light. She scrambled to her feet and started the awkward leaping slide down the front side of the dune. The warlock had managed to keep the psions off until now but the colossus had lumbered right up to the tank. Either Rest's bullets did no damage to the giant's armor, or it just didn't care. Regardless, it was pissed that the warlock was using their own artillery as a turtle shell.

It physically pushed the tank away, uncovering the warlock lying beneath it taking potshots at its feet. Nicole was moving as fast as she could, arc energy snapping around her before she even pulled her blade. The colossus picked the warlock up in its massive hand and tossed him like a piece of trash into the wall of the temporary base with enough force that Nicole even heard his body hit over all the other noise in the claustrophobic space.

She wasted no more time, tossing a sticky grenade on the last engine and pulling her arc blade in nearly the same movement. She tore through the psions and legionaries, moving too fast for the colossus to get a bead on her with either his gatling gun or rockets. He was still too close to the tank so that when it finally blew apart the giant took much of the explosion, staggering him and at last damaging his armor. By the time he recovered Nicole was ripping her blade from the last psion, the arc energy dissipating around her. She turned and took a knee, the rocket launcher appearing on her shoulder in a snap of light particles, the blade dropping to the sand beside her. The colossus ate two rockets before his armor finally gave way, and the spray of black oil hitting the sand was the last sound in the temporary base.

The rocket launcher dissipated into light again as Nicole stood and took a glance around at the carnage. Cabal bodies littered the ground, the tank was in pieces, and the fuel pump it was connected to still burning. The Bracus was slumped over the console, glass sticking out from his bloated face. She took a breath again, her hammering heart finally beginning to calm.

She looked over in the direction the warlock had been tossed, seeing him struggling awkwardly to get out of the cluster of boxes he had landed in. He looked fine now, so if the colossus had done any damage, his ghost had already put him back together. She sighed quietly, in both relief that he was okay, and exasperation at his general presence.

"That was badass!" he yelled, still fighting to free himself. He almost had it, but got his leg caught in a crevice at the last second, plummeting him back down to the sand with a short yell. He promptly started to laugh at his own clumsiness and didn't immediately move to free himself.

Nicole couldn't help the snort. The vanguard thought this guy was a threat? He was no more than a bumbling idiot. It was a wonder that he was a warlock at all. She walked over and helped him get his leg loose.

"Really! That was so amazing! I never seen someone do anything like that! You were like woosh, bam, boom! Everything's dead! Holy crap, that was so cool!" He gushed at her while he climbed to his feet, using his arms for grander and grander gestures until he was nearly flailing in excitement. It was ridiculous and she wanted to slap him. While the flattery was kind of nice, there was something about they way he was so cheerful about it that rang false. "Where did you learn to do all that?"

She watched him for a long moment. Something was off about him now. Was he nervous about something? He was too friendly, too cheerful, too in her face. He had been mostly quiet and stuck to himself but now he seemed to babble without end.

"Absolutely amazing! Tarios wasn't a bad fighter either, but he could be kind of clumsy with his use of heavy weapons. You know one time he blew _me_ up? Although in hindsight, I think it was on purpose. I was annoying him. But he had annoyed me. Started calling me Peaches 'cause I found a new chest piece that happened to be pink and I hadn't gotten any new shaders yet, so I was stuck being pink for a few days but it was such a nice chest piece. He called me Peaches which was really annoying…" he went on like that for nearly the whole walk up the hill, barely even pausing to get a breath between sentences.

Nicole had had enough before they had even reached the top of the dune. So by the time she did, she spun on him, slapping the front of his helmet a few times. It was effective, stunning him into silence.

"Did you hit your head or something? What is wrong with you?" Her ghost relayed for her.

"Nothing is wrong, I've just decided I like you." He shrugged and walked past her. He finished telling her shortly about Tarios blowing him up, managing not to get sidetracked by telling her something else.

Nicole was too honestly shocked to be annoyed by him. _He likes me? But… why?_ Because she had saved his life? No, that couldn't be it. It wasn't like she had _really_ saved him. He hadn't even needed to be revived. People admired her, especially the younger guardians she sometimes mentored, but none of them had suddenly just… opened up like that.

She watched him mount his sparrow, still a bit shocked. "I'm going to get a head start, since my sparrow is slower and all." He took off, leaving her still standing there.

She wasn't sure how to feel. The turnaround was astounding. He had said so much all of a sudden. The sarcasm and general foulness of his attitude had vanished. Despite the babbling, he was more pleasant in the last fifteen minutes than he had been the entire time they had been spying on their target, which had taken hours. He liked her, and that made a warmth spread in her chest. Somebody _liked_ her. Didn't care that she was mute or cold, but genuinely _liked_ her.

_Stay silent and hidden. Stay safe._

She shivered, the sudden cold in her body seizing her limbs and paralyzing her. What was she thinking? She hardly knew him. He hardly knew _her._ He was impressed by her ability. He didn't know anything. He was just another young guardian easily impressed. He didn't know enough to care.

_Stay safe._

She bit her lip, hard enough to feel it begin to split. The warlock was just another background light. He knew nothing and she couldn't trust him. Couldn't let herself get attached. She was a fool for even being moved by his words.

* * *

><p>She still beat him to their ships. The ride had helped to clear her head. Her ghost had healed her lip. Everything was fine. She was <em>fine.<em> She was prepping her ship when he finally pulled up. She looked down on him from where she was standing on the hull of her ship, the cockpit glass open like a mouth.

"You need a faster sparrow," her ghost commented.

She almost caught his reaction but it was so short that she chalked it up to momentary irritation. "I know," he replied. "I need new weapons too, but hey. I don't actually do enough missions to have a steady source of glimmer."

She tilted her head curiously, but her ghost didn't get a chance to pose the question before Rest was answering.

"You saw me today," he said with a self-deprecating laugh. "I'm a mess of a fighter, but give me a project and you can bet I'll find out what you need." He took off his helmet so she could see his grin. "But anyway. I'll see you back at the Tower?" He walked over to his own ship, the engines coming to life as his ghost started the prep sequence. He turned back to watch her, like he was waiting for her to leave first.

There was something almost snake like in his gaze, and it made the hair on her neck stand up. He was watching her suddenly very carefully. She fought the urge to twitch. No, he was always watching her closely. That had been the second time he had answered something that her ghost had not relayed. No, the third time if she counted the time in the Tower when they first met. He'd been watching her way too closely. It made her tense, feeling almost naked beneath his emerald gaze now.

Concern flashed across his face for a moment, innocent curiosity that completely replaced the calculation that had been there not seconds before. "Are you okay? What's wrong?"

She didn't like him. She didn't trust him. Everything about him seemed false, and a part of her was trying to reason that she was being paranoid, but another part was screaming that something was wrong with him. He was hiding something.

She said nothing, told her ghost to remain silent and glared at him from beneath her mask. She wanted to go home; she wanted to get away from him. He was too confusing, too observant. No one should be able to speak directly to her like he was trying to. No one should be able to make her feel warm on the inside like he had. No one should make her feel anything ever again. No one should make her miss _him_ like this stupid, foolish, idiotic warlock was.

She turned in a huff and climbed into her ship, closing the hatch and dunking herself into the cool, dark silence of her ship. She took off her helmet and ignored how he was still standing by his ship, looking like a lost puppy.

* * *

><p>"That was interesting."<p>

Verz had appeared at his shoulder as he said it, and they both watched Foxwell's ship disappear into the atmosphere. "That works to our advantage, doesn't it?"

"Nah, she'll still be watching us. We'll have to do a close warp slip maneuver. You got the calculations, right?"

The ghost looked at him suddenly, its shell expanding in a milieu of emotions. "Oh Traveler, do we have to?"

Aydin laughed and climbed up the landing gear to the cockpit. "How else are we going to give her the slip?"

The ghost buzzed a sigh. There was no way around it. They were going to be in so much trouble. It hoped the warlock was coming up with a good alibi. They were going to need it.

* * *

><p><em>Afterword: So yeah, that update drop, man. All my bros want to play PoE. But its so easy i'm kind of disappointed. Guess I'd gotten so used to banging my head against dick face oryx several times a week for that 320 class item I never got... Anyway. The point is. I spent all week playing Destiny instead of writing for Destiny. Which was why nothing really happened. Shit was suppose to happen, besides Nicole being a badass and all.<em>

_It's actually kind of funny because I'm so used to writing things from Aydin's pov which mostly consists of "oh shit things are shooting at me, throw fire at it", coz he's a big baby half the time. But Nicole is a badass no matter what and I had fun. _

_Thank you to forrestfire21 for the review. Glad you enjoyed it!_


	3. How He Flew

3. _Or That Time He Humiliated Nicole, Then Laughed About It._

Nicole disengaged the warp and the jump ship shuddered as it fell out of slipspace. The inky blackness of space chased out the light of the warp, dropping her into darkness and silence. The secondary engines cycled on, filling the cabin with the familiar rumble. She reached up and opened the view screen filter. Earth-light filled the cabin, shining off the controls and making her pale skin glow even more than it usually did.

She sighed heavily and sank back into the chair. Her ghost could pilot from here, so she let go of the controls completely and closed her eyes. That mission had taken more out of her than she had thought it would. Not so much the Cabal, but the warlock. She just couldn't shake how weird he made her feel. And it wasn't all good feelings, either.

There was something seriously off about him. He seemed so artificial but she wasn't about to say she knew him all that well, either. In fact, she knew nearly nothing about him. He was a sunsinger. He had to be young, but she never thought to ask him how young. His ghost was so protective of him he couldn't be much older than a year. Whatever they were hiding, the ghost was in on it too, was even all aboard on protecting and hiding whatever it was. So at the very least it couldn't be all that treasonous.

He was an idiot, that much was clear. A babbling idiot, so it couldn't have been anything so bad. He might have already told her what it was but she couldn't keep his rants in focus long enough to know. And man, could he talk. In just the fifteen minute trek up the hill, he had told her three different stories about the titan that he had been working with last, all the while still trying to only tell her one. He had the attention span of thrall at best.

And for all that talking, she couldn't actually remember finding any meaningful information in it. She wasn't sure if that was just empty headed hot air spewing from him, or a carefully calculated distraction.

She sat up straighter, scrubbing her hair and face in frustration. She didn't know what to think. He seemed so empty and dumb. Just an idiot, who happened to be a warlock. Warlocks were always a little weird. She never really liked working with them. Even the dumb ones were too smart for their own pants. And maybe that was it. He was an idiot in the end, a dumb guy who ended up in the wrong place at the wrong time, and the only thing that was really tripping her out was whenever his weird warlock nature came out and made him look less dumb for more than two seconds.

The only reason she was suspicious of him at all was because the vanguard was. All over a single titan's accusation, and the warlock's apparent want to be a recluse. Which she did think was a bit strange. Usually reclusiveness was a hunter thing. But she also supposed it wasn't completely unheard of for warlocks to like their loneliness. She figured it might make it easier for them to do whatever they did when they weren't pretending to be smartasses.

She sighed again, louder this time, and flopped back in the chair hard enough to make it creak. She didn't want to be thinking about this. She would rather be thinking about Venus, or that pretty dagger that Eva had been toting the other day. It had a wonderful balance and a beautiful violet ribbon around the hilt. It had been so expensive that she wasn't sure she wanted to spend so much glimmer on something practically useless.

And Venus this time of year was so pleasant. The warm breezes made sunbathing glorious and comfortable. And she could just sit in safe silence and listen to the wildlife stir. No pressing missions to do. No newborns to save. No dumb warlock that made her think of-

She jolted, opening her eyes and staring up at the top of the cockpit. That was why she hated him. Why she found she kind of liked him. He made her think of them. Her old fireteam. Her friends. He was confusing and odd and made her pay attention. He captured her gaze, and not just because the vanguard told her to watch him. Because he was the first person in a long time she couldn't just look at and have all figured out. Just like…

The name fell silent from her lips, gliding away from her and lost to the emptiness. She made no noise, but she could still feel his name there, on her tongue, on the edge of her hearing. She couldn't remember what her own voice sounded like, so lost in the silence, trapped behind the stone in her throat.

She blinked away the tears in her eyes, looking over to where her ghost was floating between her and the heavenly view of the Earth. He clicked at her, a quiet question that needed no words. He knew the answer, and it was more a way of him telling her he was there for her. She thought about them all the time but it had been so long since they felt so close.

She sat up a little more, giving her ghost a shaken smile. _I'm alright._ And she was. Or she would be soon enough.

"Well, that's good…" he replied, sounding distracted. His optic slid from her face, moving down and away until he was staring at the floor between them. "Because we have a problem."

She tilted her head, reaching up to wipe her face clean. It would be a welcome distraction, even if it was a problem. She flicked her hand at him, feeling his guilt at giving her bad news when she was already so tired. _What's wrong?_ She asked gently, beckoning him closer.

"Well. You see. Rest. He never dropped out of the warp."

She sat up straighter suddenly, launching forward to open the view screen wider. She couldn't see his ship, changing the screen in front of her to get a full scan of the observable darkness from the cameras on different points of the hull. No ship. It wasn't that she hadn't believed her ghost, but she had still wanted to make sure he wasn't wrong before she potentially went on a rampage. _What the hell is he doing then? Where did he go?_

"I don't know!" Her ghost said, a little too loud for the small space. "But he didn't dro-" He cut off, his shell expanding in a flash of light.

_What is it? Is he going to Venus?_ Wasn't there rumors that Osiris lived on Mercury or something? Maybe he was going there? _Can you find him, track his ghost, something?_

"I'm trying." The ship lurched, the engines rumbling louder in the cockpit as the ghost piloted. "He's dropped out of warp now. Closer to Earth than we did. He landed practically in the atmosphere."

Nicole had very distinct memories of getting lectured by Holliday, the vanguard, occasionally Dead Orbit reps, and just about every civilian engineer in the hangar bay, that if you can't hit the warp drop point accurately for whatever reason, you should always drop before, never after. Or you could potentially end up in a place where you shouldn't. Like inside the Earth, for example.

_Are they responding to hails? Is his ship malfunctioning?_ It was a piece of shit. At least that was what she thought of it when she saw him prep it in the hangar that morning. It was astounding it was even capable of hitting warp.

"No, and no. No response from them. And I can't actually tell from here but it doesn't look like it's crashing, persay."

_Persay…?_

"Well, it isn't exactly graceful."

She couldn't see him out the viewscreen, but she could almost imagine the hasty drop through the atmosphere he was attempting. Post warp speeds were usually so high, you had to give yourself room to slow down. He had more than inertia dragging him in, but gravity too. His ship could very well burn up from the atmospheric friction. Most ships were made to withstand high heat and friction, but then again that thing really was a piece of shit. She wouldn't be surprised if he had found it in an old junk yard and somehow bribed Holliday to put a warp engine on it.

_Can you follow him?_

Her ship lurched again seemingly in response, the ghost changing their direction just enough to follow the warlock's path. "I've lost track of him, blipped out under a cloud cover. I will try."

Nicole sat back in her chair and buckled the harness. What was this stupid warlock doing? The vanguard had warned him against such behavior, so why was he doing this? Wasn't he in enough trouble? Why did he have to make her life so much harder than it had to be?

They flew in the upper atmosphere for a long time after that, her ghost silent in its attempt to track the warlock down. Nicole couldn't even get her mind around it. Why do something this stupid not even a day after the vanguard told him not to.

"Ah!" Her ghost exclaimed beside her, then stopped again. "Oh hmm. Damn."

_Did you find him?_

"For a second then he was gone again. He must be using some kind of cloaking technology."

She made a face. To be honest, she kind of wanted to scream. _But why?!_

Her ghost glanced at her, spinning its shell in a way that was somehow reminiscent of a shrug. "Where would a warlock even get cloaking tech? I don't know but that's what it looks like." It paused for a second, buzzing again. "But he does seem to be going over the North American Dead Zone, eastern seaboard region."

_What's there?_ Nothing of any note that she could think of. The Manhattan Nuclear Zone, but that was still a hotbed of poison that even the Fallen steered clear of. Minimal Fallen activity overall, there wasn't much there after the bombs fell. Nothing safe to scavenge, anyway.

The ghost took her ship low suddenly, dipping below the clouds they were using for cover from the ground. Nicole sat up a little straighter to try and get a look at the ground slipping past beneath them. Clusters of building barely visible in the snowy landscape, interlaced with patches of black and white forest. In the far distance she could see a crashed Ketch, its nose buried deep in the earth and its engines long dead. It looked like it had been there for centuries. To the east, the water was littered with boats half sunk and groups of building still tall enough to peek out over the risen ocean waves.

She still couldn't see his ship anywhere, or really any place someone would even think to land a ship. Just before she could ask what they were doing, something large and suspiciously orange zipped past the viewscreen, close enough that the whole ship rumbled in the slipstream.

_What the heck was that?_ It had been painted the same obnoxious shade that Rest's piece of junk had been, so really, she knew the answer. Her ghost didn't reply verbally, instead turning the nose of her ship skyward to follow. _What is going on? He came down here, then is going back to orbit?_

That's what it looked like he was doing, anyway. She could see the little bastard now, following the flying orange scrap heap was even easier once they broke above the clouds. He shot straight up through the atmosphere, breaking into low orbit faster than she thought that thing possible. Not that her ship had to struggle to keep up.

She only realized something was up when her ghost gave a great big sigh that sounded so incredibly annoyed. She finally took her eyes from the ship out her viewscreen to look at the orb at her shoulder. _What…?_

She didn't get to finish her question before it blew to pieces before her eyes. She looked back in time to watch the light fade in a snap of the vacuum, the pieces already beginning to drift down into the atmosphere to be burned away to nothing.

The scrap heap was gone. _What just…? _She sat back in the seat a little more, gaping open mouthed and wide-eyed at the darkness above them. _Where…?_

The holoscreen above the control panel flickered to life, an obnoxious laugh coming through the speakers in her ship as the transmission cleared up, filling the silence of space with a voice Nicole never wanted to hear again. Her ghost was spinning his shell rapidly in obvious irritation, the sound of the electronic whirring the only thing keeping the hunter from punching the face on the holoscreen.

"Looks like this dumb warlock just outsmarted a hunter." Rest's voice filtered through the ship, smug arrogance dripping from every word. If he was there with her, she would have definitely slapped him a new face. As it were, he smiled inanely from behind the screen, cheeky and sly. His ghost floated behind him, managing to look triumphant with the way it seemed to stare down at her.

The message was pre-recorded and started to loop immediately. Her ghost shut it down before Rest had even finished his second round of laughter. Nicole's face felt hot, her whole body thrumming with rage. Her vision warbled and she felt herself clenching her hands around the armrests of her chair.

"Nicole…" Her ghost called softly, grounding her in the present.

She took a calming breath and tried to sink into her chair as much as she could make herself. She glanced at him a moment later and tried to conjure a coherent question but all that she could seemed to come up with was, _what what what what what…?_

"I'm… I'm not sure. To be honest, I'm just as confused by his actions as you are."

_But… where did this come from?_ Who was he acting out against, her or the vanguard? And why? Why was he being so childish and petty? Sure, she'd known warlocks to be both of those things plenty of times before, but they usually sobered in the face of a direct order from the vanguard. But it was as if direct orders had brought this whole thing on.

"What do we do now?"

They couldn't go back to the vanguard. While the temptation to dig him into as much trouble as absolutely possible was strong, she wanted to know why he had done all of this. And if she ratted him out, she would never get that answer. Furthermore, she couldn't imagine having the vanguard punish him would be very helpful. Also, as a small note to herself, that she would probably never admit to anyone. Ever. She didn't want them knowing that she had actually managed to lose track of him. How were they supposed to trust her to keep track of Fallen vandal packs if she couldn't even keep an eye on one dumb warlock.

_Keep an eye out for him. He can't stay hidden forever. And the moment he reappears, we hunt him down._

* * *

><p>Aydin was laughing as he ran, bubbling hiccups of sound that rushed out of him at random intervals. It was obvious he couldn't control it. His heart was hammering a high beat in his chest and it wasn't the exercise. He'd done it. He had outsmarted the hunter. The mute, weird little hunter with eyes that were too keen. Aydin was definitely afraid of her, and he felt no shame in admitting that.<p>

She was different from the titan by leaps and bounds. Tarios had seemed too keen too, and for a while that had frightened Aydin as well. But then he began to realize that the titan was looking for something in specific and the game was easy after that. But Foxwell was something else entirely. She was watchful in her own right, not just because the vanguard had told her to be. It was in her nature.

But he had tricked her off his tail and back to orbit. With a single drone, at that. He laughed again, leaping a higher stride like he was jumping almost, his cackling echoing down the dark hallways around him. He had abandoned his helmet at his ship, letting the stale air fill his lungs and slip past his cheeks as he moved.

The warehouse district was mostly buried beneath the encroaching forest or swallowed by the ocean. The hallways and alleys between buildings had turned into twisting tunnels that seemed to swallow light like a hungry maw. But it hardly phased the warlock. He didn't even need a ghost light for these tunnels. He knew them better than the City streets.

He found the door he was looking for, even in the near pitch. The metal roll down door had been jammed in a partially open position for what Aydin could only guess were centuries. He had never even tried to get it to move, the rust cementing it in in place. So he rolled beneath it, brushing himself off on the other side and giving the generator beside him a lazy kick. It rumbled to life, small orange lamps flickering on and bathing the warlock in warm amber light.

_Sha'ir sha'ir so soon? Why so soon?_

Aydin shivered, swatting the air in front of his face as if the words where bugs in front of him. The onslaught had been so sudden and loud his mind itched, the light touch of another presence that wasn't the light of the ghost making his mind wobble and stagger.

Verz appeared beside him in a fizzle of light particles, looking annoyed at best. "Pushy today, isn't he."

The connection with the ghost weakened, and for a second the other presence seemed like a tangible being in the room beside them. Then he seemed to take a step away, leaving Aydin suddenly feeling very empty and alone with neither ghost nor the other's mind against his own. Aydin winced and shook his head, trying to clear the buzzing and rid himself of the gaping emptiness in his chest. "I think he's just concerned is all."

"I still think it was a bad idea to forge a bond with him so soon. Our bond is still growing and I'm afraid his will encroach on it. And you hearing voices isn't exactly helpful when you're trying to convince people we aren't suspicious or crazy or anything extraneous like that."

Aydin made a face at the ghost, somewhere between amused and annoyed. "I'm not crazy."

"Says you."

"Don't be rude."

Something slammed in the hallways nearby, the sound of it echoing through the whole complex. Aydin and the ghost both stopped their impending squabble, glancing at the door then back to each other. Verz disappeared, merging back with its guardian where it would be safe.

The other presence was silent and even when Aydin sought it out it remained quiet. The warlock could feel him watching and it made him uneasy. He quieted the generator, the lights flickering off and dunking him into darkness. He dropped to the ground, falling back against the wall farthest from the door, his handcannon ready in his hands just in case. He really hoped he wouldn't have to shoot anything, but there were too many dangers here, even in the safe haven he had found in the twisting tunnels of these warehouses.

Something pushed against the door, making it creak and the chains rattle. There was a rustling and the scratching of claws on the floor. Aydin raised his weapon, for a second wishing he was standing. He berated himself for sitting. He must have looked like a real idiot, sitting against the far wall, trapped by the thing coming under the door, raising a flimsy weapon against an unknown threat.

Four blue eyes appeared in the total darkness as the intruder stood, rising higher and higher until they were near the ceiling. It growled low and quiet and Aydin swallowed hard. Yes, he decided again in a flash of thought. Sitting had been a very bad idea.

* * *

><p><em>Afterword: Sorry it's shorter, but I hoped you enjoyed anyway.<em>

_Again a great big thank you to forrestfire21 for leaving a review. I'm glad you are enjoying it. :D_


End file.
